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TO THEIR 


ROYAL HIGHNESSES 


T H E 


Princeand Princeſs 


DENMARK; 
(|! THESE 


Sig ohs of the Muſes 


Are moſt Humbly Dedicated 


by Your Royal Highneſles 
| - Devoted Servant, 


Benz. Harrs. jan. 
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Britannia Lugens 2 
On the Death of His Royal Highnels 


WILLIAM 
Dukeof Gloceſter. 


CARCE had Avurora, from an carly Ray, 

> Diffusd her Light around th" Ftherial way, 
IQ When penſive Celadon advanc'd his Crook, 

And to a flow'ry Mead, drove down his Flock ; 
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There, as with folded Arms, he Sighing ſtood, 

And told his Paſſion to th? murnvring Flood, 
Before his Eyes appear'd a mournful Pair, 

Piſtracted were her Looks, her haggard Air 

Declar'd the Symptoms of a wild Deſpair ; 

A deep Concern her beauteous Face o'erſpread, 

And wond”rous Paleneſs veiPd the bluſhing Red ; 
Down her {woPa Cheeks, the Drops of Sorrow ſtole, 
Whilft far-fetch'd Sighs roſe upwards from her Soul ; 
A purple Robe, diftain'd with Tears, ſhe wore ; 

Her trembling Hands a Regal Sceptre bore ; 
Th'Imperial Crown hung Nodding o'er her Brow, 
Which ſeent'd beneath a double Weight to bow : 


The Tragick Szeze, the wond'ring Swain amaz'd, 


- And-as Attentive on the Fair he gaz'd, 


B Her 


2 Suſpirium Muſarum:. 
Her Auguſt Mein betray'd Britannia's Form, 

That lay Oppreſs'd beneath the pouring Storm 
Of inward Grief, which ſhook her ſhining Frame, 
From GLOP”STE R's Peath her mighty Sorrow came ; 
Juſt then, his Soul, freed from impriſning Clay, 

Towards thunfading World of Glory wing'd it's way : 
After a Groan, Britannia Silence broke, 
And, in theſe Words, ttafflicted Heroine ſpoke. 


Mourn, poor Britannia ! 'Wretched Queen of Ifles, 
Once Thou wer't Warm'd with Heav*n's indulgent Smiles ; 
When Bright MAR 14 Grac'd the Britiſh Sphere, 

And Shone a glorious Light, Triumphant there ; 


liam OT iran, ———————_ 


But fince Her beamy Shining was withdrawn, 
GLO*®STER aroſe, to Paint the chearful Dawn ; | f 
With ſtreaming Day He Gilt ttexpanded Air, he 

And, once more, made it look, ſerenely Fair ; | 
Scarce had his Beams diſplay*d their Roſey Light, | 
But were Involv?d in everlaſting Night ; | 
And from their Orb of Luſtre, rudely Torn ; 


Mourn, wretched Queen, ah ! poor Briza»»ia, Mourn ! 


May gloomy Horrour curtain round the Skys, 
And conſtant Show*rs, roul from their Starry Eyes, 


Till the deſcending Deluge, mixt with mine, 

Swell the vaſt Current, larger than the Ryze , 

May boundleſs Grief dilate it ſelf around, 

Till fick*ning Nature feels the aching Wound ; 

No more let Sos Effulgency diſplay 

It's uſual Splendour o'er the fatal Day, 

Which from the World my GLO? STER did Convey ; 

But may it ſtill the Face of Darkneſs wear, | 
Or elſe be Blotted from the Circling Year : | 


Remorſe. 


Can — 40. ca yo 


Suſprrium '« Muſarum. 3 
Remorſeleſs Fate ! Inex*rable as the Grave |! 
Could nothing Bribe thee GLO*STE R's Life to Save, 
The Hopes of 4/640», my peculiar Care, 
More precious than my Life, or Soul more dear ? 
Hadft thou thought fit on vulgar Souls to Prey, 
Made of the courſer Vein of Heav*aly Clay, 
Thou might'ſt have Swept a Million ſuch away ; 
Calmly I could have borne that mighty Ill, 
With Reſignation - to thy rigorous Wall ; 
But when a Prince, deſign'd to Grace my Throne, 
In whom ſuch Sparis of Kingly Luſtre ſhone, 


. - 
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Muſt feel the Roughneſs of an early Doom, 
And: hence be Snatch'd in all His Verdant Bloom, 
The pond'rous Blow affects my Lite fo near, 
The Stroke's too Mighty for my Soul to bear ; 
I Stagger with its Force, and ſinking down 
Amidſt the ruſhing Streams of Sorrow, Drown : 
Hadit thou laid Waſte my Realms with purple Death, + 
And He been Freed from the contagious Breath, 
I could have Brav'd the utmoit of thy Spight, 
And, with undaunted Courage, view'd the Sight. 
In fruitleſs Prayers, the mid-night Hours Pve worn, 
Since from my Boſome He's {o quickly torn ; 
But, Pray*r ! which oft the injur'd God-Head Charms, 
And of the flaming Bolts, his Hand difarms, 
Has no prevailing Force to move thy Soul, 
For to*ards thy Ears, its Soundings idly roul, 
Could not the Smiles of his Seraphic Face, 
Which £1Pd with Glory the illuſtrious Space, 
Charm thy rapactous Hand from plucking thence 
The tender Flowers of blooming Innocence ? 
But 
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But Beauty's Charms can no AttraQions find, 

To ſoften with their Looks, thy Flinty Mind ; 

For then thou would*ſt have Spar'd MAR1A's Frame, 
And longer Bleſs'd us with That heav'nly Dame. 

To vain, Thee unrelenting, we invoke, 

For all muſt Feel the Tyrant*s heavy Stroke : 

How Pleas'd was I to View the glorious Morn, 

On which this Darling of my Soul was Born ! 

With the gay Wings of ſprightly Joy fly round, 
Whilſt, with exalted Mirth, the Hours were Crown'd ; 
Not thinking Night, ſo quickly would invade 

The radiant Day, with its eternal Shade : 

Raviſh'd with Joy, I fix'd upon his Face, 


And mark'd the Beauties of each Princely Grace ; 


Pleas'd with the thoughts how He would Guard my Throne, 


When rpen'd Valour ſhould his Manhood Crown, 
With all his UNKL E's Ardour added to his Own : 
A Scheme of future Joys my Fancy drew, 

And I, with Rapture, did the Thought purſue ; 
When God-like WILLIAM muſt from hence remove, 
To be tranſlated toa S T AR above, 

That Lovely GLO'STER ſhould ſupply his place, 
And from his Loyns might Spring a num*'rous Race 
Of war-like Kings, which ſhould o'er 4lbi0- Reign, 
Lead haughty Gala trembling in her Chain, 

And ftrike a Terrour through th'expanded Main * 

But now thoſe airy, flattering Thoughts Iye dead, 
And are, with G LO*ST E R's Soul for ever fled. — 


At this, a new Supply of briny Showers, 
From her bright Eyes, in plenteous Streamings pours 3 


Then 
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Then wiping from her Face the mournful Rain, 


Revolving Grief afſum'd its” Voice again. 


Who ſhall Support the Grandeur of my Throne, 
When to the Skies my reigning Monarch's gone, 


Since GLO*STER's Falln, who was to wear my Crown ? 


What foreign Arm ſhall then my Sceptre wield ; 
Or, lead my drooping Britazs to the Field ? 

Who ſhall maintain the Brightneſs of my Name, 
Which far out-ſtrips the ſwifteſt Wings of Fame 2? 
Or, teach my Subjeats with a Soul ſublime, 

The rough Aſcent of Honour's Hill to climb ? 
None will appear, who, with a pittying Hand, 
Wall, like a guardian Angel, Shield my Land 


From the apparent Storms of hovering Fate ; 


Or ſave me from the Rage of Tyrant's Hate ; 


But Lords of Anarchy will Tear my State ! 

Woes yet unfelt, torment my boding Soul, 

And *round my Breaſt theſe ſad Preſagings roul ; 

That when my HEROE ſhall reſign his Breath, 

A Royal Victim to impartial Death, 

Imperious Lewis will from neighb'ring France, 

Upon the liquid Main with Fleets advance, 

And, with colle&ed Force, my Peace invade, 

Whilſt I the harraſs'd Seat of War am made ; 

Methinks I fee him, Threatning from afar; -'  &/\- + 
Dreſs'd in Belloza's Robes, tumultuous War : 

Where ſhall I fly for Aid ? When Galick Arms | 
Shall o'er my Iſland ſpread their loud Alarms, \ | 
No kind Preſerver from . Batravia S Strand, ._- F 
Drawn by the Cries of my. poor groaning, . Land, == 


In my Defence will lift his faving Hand : 
C But 
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But all the Wealth, that now- AJovas my Soil, -- | 
Muſt then become the' barbarous' Vitor's Spoil. 
Promiſcuous Ruin ſhall my Realms embrace, 

And ghaſtly Slaughter ſhow it's murd'ring Face ; 
Ip boſtile Flames, Augu/a's Towrs ſhall blaze, 
And bleeding Britans on the Fire ſhall gaze ; 
Ev.n Horrour, ſtartPd at the ſmoaking Day, 


From the dire Sight ſhall turn it's Eyes away ; \} - 
My Chalky Cliffs ſhall Bluſh in Sanguine Streams, 

And crimſon Floods mix with the Silver Thames ; 
Curſt Romiſh Prieſts, my Altars will overturn, 

And abdicated Saints make fair Religion mourn. 
Prevailing Fancy, to my fearful Ears 

The ſcreaming Shrieks of raviſh'd Virgins fears : 
This very now, before my weeping Eyes, 

The black'ning Scenes of ruin'd 41bion riſe ; 

I ſhake, and tremble, at my diſtant Doom, 

And feel the pointed Pangs of Death to come ; 
Unleſs the GODS, Charm'd by the Voice of Pray'r, 
Bleſs Royal ANNA with another Heir. 


Here ceaſing She aroſe, and, with a folemn Pace, 
Withdrew her Shining, from the Verdant place. 


Tho. Urzedale. 


On the Death of Fils Flighneſs the Duke of 
| GLOCESTER. 

H EN Princes fall, and Kings reſign their Breath, 

A univerſal Groan attends their Death : 
By Theſe the Deity, at firſt, deſign'd, 


To repreſent Himſelf, and blefs- Mankind ; 
meas | _ 
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To their auſpicious Providence, we Owe | 

The Happineſs the World enjoys below. 

Why are they Mortal, and expos'd to Fate ? 

Why not Immortal rather as the State ? 

Princes and People ſhou'd for eyer Live, 

Theſe to Receive the Bleſſings, thoſe to Give ; 

But Heavn thought this too much, and wiſely lends 
Uncertain Bliſs to Mortals, which depends 

On Single Breath, which both in One Begins and Ends. 

Thus, when a general Guilt calls Vengeance down, 

And Nations merit an Almighty Frown, 

Their Heads .as Nero wiſh'd, in One are joyn'd, ) 
So All, in Loſs of One, full Vengeance find, 
And puniſhing Heavn's at once Severe and Kind. , 


And thus, when GLO*STER ſinks into his Urn, 
Three Kingdoms feel the angry Stroke, and Mourn. 
The Youth by Nature Great, the Sceptre's Heir, 

Art once the People's Pride, and Heaven's Care ; 


So fair a Prince ſure neer was giv'n before, 
Such Gifts would foon exhauft its waſted Store : 


No more we Ask'd, *twas All we could Receive, 
All too that an Almighty Bounty gave ; 

We only KneePd to have the Bleſſing Sure, 

Was He not ſo, we could not be Secure : 

Till he for Government mature was Grown, 

We beg'd the Giver would Condu@ him on 
By gentle Steps, and mount Him on the Throne, 
What Hopes his early Genius did infpire ? 

A glittering Spark of the immortal Fire. 

Clear and Serene, like th* Morning Sun he *roſe, 


And cheriſhing Life, and Warmth, on all beſtows. 
Brightly 


8, SHB An Mifariuns: -m 
Brightly He Shone with New-born Rays of Light, 
How Glorious had He reach'd- Meridian height : Sh 


_ Oh ! when he left his Orb, ind diſfappear'd, 


A diſmal Night, the trembling Nation fear'd, 

A gloomy Darkneſs to' o'er-ſpread the Realm, : 
And dreadful Storms and Tempeſts to o'erwhelm 
The wandring Veſſel, had not WILLIAM ſteer'd the Helm. 


E.-S. 


Sacred to the Memory of Flis Highneſs, the 
Duke f GLOCESTER. 
Eneath the Preſſure of the utmoſt Grief, 

And boundleſs Woe, admitting'no Relief ; 
The Muſe with Fountains mourns,Great G6 LU*STE R's Dead, 
And Sorrow now o'er Nature's Face is Spread. 
GLO'STER, whoſe wond'rous Fame can never Ceaſe ! 
But on with circling Ages ſhall Increaſe, 


And to the utmoſt Verge of Time will Pleaſe, 


Our Loſs of Him the Gods will ne'er Repay, - « - 
Eternity's too ſhort to make th' Eſſay. 
A Loſs | We never can enough Condole ; 
So great ! It Shocks, Divides, Unmakes the Soul. 
The fick*ning World does ſink beneath the Weight, 
And Dies with Pangs of Irrelentleſs Fate : 
The Globe's Inſolvent ; and there reſts to pay 
Eternal Hecatombs of Sighs away. 
O, GLOSTER, Pardon! ſhould I ask Thee, why 
Thou makſt Proceſſion thro the Galaxie ? 
O, why ſo ſoon to the ZXtherial Coaſt ?- «- 
For, ſurely Gods and Heroes can't be forc't. 


Ah, 
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Ah, now I gueſs--- proceeds Heav*ns Jubilee ; 

Thy Loſs Ours ends : But Theirs begins with Thee. 
Whilſt here, Thou ſhone with all the Bloom of Youth ; 
With Beauteous Majeſty, and Heav'nly Truth, 


0] 


Thy Preſence chac'd all Noxious Ills away ; 

Our Phoſphore: ! which brought the Riſing Day. 

Thy Influence kept our bleſt Horizon clear ; 

Like Paradice we thought our Hemiſphere. < 


The lovely Prince our nobleſt Paſſions fir'd ; 
He infinitely Charm'd, ſo we Admir'd. 
Extacies Reign'd while He was pleas'd to ſtay ; 
But Fate and Lethargies now He's away. 
Ah, might I freely my juſt Fears impart : 
Futurity will ſeel the rowling Smart. 
Ages to come will mourn Him as they Riſe, 
In dire Laments, and Univocal Sighs. 
When Fame ſhall ove His: Virtues by Detale, 
Alternate Joy and Sorrow will Prevail ; 
Joy that ſuch mighty Things of Him are faid ; 
Sorrow, becauſe the bright. Poſſefſor's fled. 


Forgive me Heav®n, ſhould I Expoſtulate ! 
The Paroxyſm, Ah ! ah! is wondrous Great. 
Oh : why ſcarce Lent, but you Command away ! 
A Raphatl, and a Gabriel never ſtay. 
Young P AM is gone ! The Glory of the Grove ; 
Subject of Wonder, and Eternal Love. 
He's Tow'r'd aloft, to His own Native Sky, 
To fill His Throne th? Heav' .oly Hierarchy. 
And as He pais'd along the Diamond-Hal, 
Myriads of Angels to each other Call, 

D _—_— 
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Quick, Quick !-+ Attend Hitn" to His Glorious Seat, - == 

And there, with Joys Incfable, wet Greet 

The finiſtfd Form, that makes our ' Choir compleat. 
But we muſt Sigh for Britrains coming Door, 

Her Guardian Ange} ſhe has loft fo foon. © 

Yet, might her Prayers, joyn'> With onrs prevail ! 

The Royal Iflue never more hon'd fail. | 


And it would {uper-add a Joy in Heav'n, 
To hear a Child is Born, -- To hear a Son is Giv'n. 


A, ueuſtin Ozell. 


On the much lamented Death of His Highneſs, 
The Duke of GLOCESTER. 

() Frail Eſtate of Sublunary Things ! - 

”- From meaneſt Subjetts, to the greateſt Kings ; 
Things we Poſſeſs, how do they flit away ? 
And we our ſelves as fugitive as they. 
In Six Days ſpace, alas, we Joy*'d and Mourn'd, 
Our Songs to Sighs, our Wine to Water turn'd, 
Waters that from our Eyes, ſo faft diſtild, 
As they wou'd have another Ocean fild, 
By Pow'r of humane Grief, may Pow*r Divine, 
Turn once again our Water into Wine! 
Soon as his Birth-day we ſolemniz'd here, 


Heav'n calld him hence, to ſoleminize it there. 

Great GLO*STER, late Great Brittaiz's 'hope, Adicu ! 
At once at Age for Earth, and Heaven too. : 

But yet we grieve, thou wer't poſleſs'd ſo ſoon 

Of that thy Glorious State, above the Moon. 


Though 
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Though Heir to Heaven, thou wer't to us © dear, 
We would have longer . yet -enjoy'd thee here. 
Farewell, Ifluftrious Youth, thy Death is mine, 
Who had (av leaſt) a Penſion in Deſign ; 

For, what is Life, when means of Living fail, 
And unexpeQted' Death ſhall cut th? Thrait ? 


N. C. 


On the Death of His Highneſs, the Duke of 
GLOCESTER. 
Gen'ral Loſs, we cannot but Deplore, 
A The Duke, well grown, evia GLO*STER is no more; 
Our Infant-hopes, have ſometimes been Deſtroy*d, 
Depriv'd, almoſt as ſoon as we Enjoy'd : 
But at ſuch Age, O, aggravated Croſs ! 
His Years advanc'd, have but advanc'd our Loſs, _ 
Leaving His STAR and GEORGE, as earthly Pelf, 
He's gone, and now, a STAR, a SAIN T Himſelf. 


_Amnonymns. 


In 0b. Sereniſſ. Princip. Gul. Duc.. Gloceſt. 
July. xxx. M DCC. 


'RN EGALES Triffs Spes Anglia Luger manes : 
Inſula jam Sterilts, quam Vidaata Dolet * 
Heu Miſerum ! Charitasq; Fides pericre priuſyaam. ; 
Nans Charitasq; Fides, Spes periire fend. | 


Fo S. AB, Reg. Nav. Capel. 


A 
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A Paſtoral, 


On the much Lamented Death of the Duke of 
GLOCESTER. 
Oftendunt Terris hunc tantum Fata, nec ultra 


Eſſe ſinunt, nimium vobis Gens Anglica, dart 
Viſa potens, Superi, propria hec ſi dona fuiſſent. 


| ENEATH a gloomy Yew's unpleaſant Shade, 
Which Nature for her mournful Swains had made, 
Young Thyrſis Sorrowfully fate alone, 

And, in theſe doleful Accents, made his Moan. 
Farewel, fond Pleaſures, I'll hence-forth Diidain 

Your once dear Charms ; all earthly Joys are Vain : 

No more, my Phillis, ſhall I ſeek thy Love ; 

No more purſue Thee through the conſcious Grove : 

Whoever thinks of the uncertain State 

Of human Life ; whoe'er does meditate 

On the ſevere and ftrit Decrees of Fate, 

Can have but little Reliſh for the Joys 

Of this vain World, but count them empty Toys. 

Time, ſ{wifter than an Eagle, flies away, 

Not all our Store can Bribe one Minute's ſtay ; 

Nay, ſhould our Flocks the Altars daily ſtain, 

The ſhorteſt Reſpite from our Ends to gain, 

"Twere fruitleſs, Cruel Death, thou canſt Deſpiſe 

Ev*n Piety it ſelf, and Sacrifice ! 

What, tho* ware Young, and Lively, Brisk, and Gay, 

Freſh as the new-blown Flowers are.in May ? 

Alas! we know how ſoon they Fade and Dye, 


Their Sweets decay, and they neglected lye : 
But 
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But, ah, too partial Fate ! though now they fade, 

Though now their Beauties in the Duſt are laid, 

E're long the Spring again will bring them back, 

Nor Roſes we, nor Lillies then ſhall lack ; 

Nay, the worſt Weeds, which” we ſo much deſpiſe, 

Though wither'd now, in Spring again will riſe : 

But Man, unhappy Man ! though ne'er ſo Great, 

Though ne'er fo much adora'd with Pomp and State, 

Though in the ſprightly vigour of his Bloom ; 

Alas : that Youth it ſelf, can't *ſcape the greedy Tomb ; 

Though ne*er ſo Cunning, ne*er ſo Learn'd, and Wiſe, 

When once grim Death has feald his dying Eyes, 

His Statz, his Youth, his Wit, are all in vain, 

He's gone, and Sleeps ne'er to be Wak'd again. 

Examples of this kind we daily view, 

But now weave one affliting as *tis New ; 

Young DAP HNIS, whom the Swains ſo much ador'd, 

DAPHAHNI $, who was with every Virtue ftor'd, 

DAPHANTIS, in whom the Graces all did joyn, 
Striving which ſhould brighteſt ſhine, 

DAPHNIS, whoſe early Merits flPd the Plains, 

"The frequent Subje& of our rural Strains 

Is now no more, pale Death has clos'd his Eyes, 

And in the Grave, ne*er to Return, he Lyes. 

Now, who can chuſe but Grieve ? What Flint, what Rock, 

So hard, but ſuch a Loſs as this might Shock ? 

What Eye can now refrain from Tears, to ſee, 

Ab, envious Death, thy unequal Tyranny ? 

Was he too great a Bleſſing, cruel Fate ? 

Was he a Bliſs too much for humane State ? 

Could the Almighty Pow*rs no longer want 


The wiſh'd-for Preſence of this blooming Saint, 
E Than 
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Than juſt to let him to the. Warld be Qhown, | 
And while amaz'd we gazing f Rand, He's gone | ? 
Thus, when a blazing Comet, .c does, _ appear, Fi 
The gazing Crowd. ſtands gaping in in the Air, 

No ſooner are their. Breaſts with wonder fll'd, 
At the vaſt Light its glitt ring, Face does yield, 
But Io ! a ſudden Darkneſs hides the Skies, | 
And the bright Object's raviſh'd fon their Eyes. 
Reioyce, ye happy Pow'rs above, rFJoyce,: | 

Let Hallelujahs fill the Angels Voice ; 

Let Hymrs;of Gladneſs through. all Heaveyg Ring, 

And the bleſt Spirits meet mm Crowds, and Sing ; 

So pure a Saint, ſuch an uncommon Prize, 

Deſerves the choiceſt Muſick in the Skies : 

But as for us unhappy Swains below, 

E'er ſince we did this Heav'nly Prize fore-go, 

Our Mirth and Joys are turn'd to Sighs and Woe ; 

No chearful Sounds are heard throughout the Plains, 

But univerſal Melancholly Reigns ; 

Our teader Nymphs their Loſs ſo much lament, 

And in ſuch mournful Notes their Paſſions vent ; 

Not Yernzs ſelf could Grieve, or Sorrow more, 

When her belov'd Aaonis precious Gore, 

Gufh'd from his mortal Wound, made by the Savage Boar. 
All the wing'd Choir, and Tenants of the Air, 
In melancholly Tunes their Grief declare ; 

Each mournful Flower hangs its drooping Head ; 
And Trees their Leaves for very Sorrow ſhed ; 
'Fhe hardeſt Rocks, the moſt relentleſs Stone, 

in flowing Tears, our helpleſs Loſs bemoan : 
The Fields themſelves forſake their uſual Green, 
And in a dark, and fable Garb are {cen, 

g Suck 
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Such as when packs by a hor Summer” s Sun, 

And Jove no kindly ſhow? rs of Rain ſends down : 
And now, ( tor: Fam''not mare ſenſeleſs grown, 
Than-ſftupid Rocks; and Frees; : and ev*ry Stone) 
From my ſwola Eyes whole Streams of /briniſh Dew 
Shall daily fall, and, yet my: Fears 'too fo,” 


- Unleſs, wich them, T could: a Deluge make, 


And in thoſe Streams of Woe, my hapleſs Life forſake. 
Thus griev'd.'the ' Swain, and thus expreſs'd his Woe, | 
Whilſt from his Eyes whole! Streams of Tears did flow ; 
But now his Sighs ſo thick. upon him come, 
They ſtop. his ſtriving Words and make him Dumb : 
When Damez, ſhelter'd *mong(t ſome ſhady Trees, 
Unſeen, obſerves theſe mournful Paſſages ; 
Fearing his Friend, with Grief, his Heart would break, 
Theſe tender Words he in Compaſſion ſpake : | 


Damon. 

Great is the Loſs lamented, I confeſs, 
But Patience, 'Thyrſis, Patience makes it leſs ; 
Ceaſe, therefore, ceaſe thy Fears, theyre all in vain, 
They can't recall thh DAPHNIS back again ; 
No, were they never ſo profuſely ſhea, 
They're all in vain they cawt recall the Dead : 
Were the ſweet Thracian Swain alive, ev'n he, 
Who, from the Shades, brought back Eurydice, ' 
He, whoſe delicious Harmoyy conld move 
The wildeft Beaſts in all t# Odryſian Grove, 
Ev he, whoſe wellyouch'd Inftrament could Quell 
Cur#t- Cerberus, 4nd all the Hoſts of Hell,” 
His tunefl Strains could give us no Relief, 
Ah no, he'd find th WP Powers ous 


Thy fs 
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Ah, Damon, were it ſome” rude, vulgar Swain, 


Then, would I ceaſe my Tears, and not complain ; 
But when I on his great PerfeQtions think, 

Then am TI ready, with my Grief, to ſink, 

Then, then, methinks my Tears too ſlowly fall, 
Such Loſles for a greater Tribute call, 

Could we diſſolve in Tears *twould be too ſmall. 
Ah, Glorious D A P AN IS, had thy envious Fate, 
But to the Years of Man, prolong'd thy Date, 


How would the Plains of thy brave Deeds have rung ? - 


What noble A&ts would the glad Swains have ſung? _ 
Thy guarded Flocks might then have ſafely fed, f 
Nor needed any Beaſts of Prey to dread; -. - | 
Thoſe greedy Wolves, which ravage all the Plain, | 
Thou, like a careful Shepherd, would'ſt have Slain, ak 
Ev'n now, though gone fo ſoon, our rural Lays, 
Shall daily be employ'd to ſing thy Praiſe : 

Thy Glories never ſhall forgotten be, 

Ages to come {hall Love thy Memory : 

Ah! could I, but, alas, it cannot be, | 
Raiſe my weak Voice in Praiſes worthy thee |! 
Had I, ah! too vain thought, had I bur kill, _ | 
In the ſweet Science, equal to my Will, | 
Thou, DAP HNIS, ſhould'ſt be celebrated more Po | 
Than all the ſacred Swains, that Dy*d before ; 7 TE” 
My only Theam ſhould be thy Glorious Name. 

T'd fill the Groves, and Forreſts with thy Fame ; 

The Floods ſhould ſing thee as they run along, 

And thou ſhould*ſt be the Univerſal Song ; 

Each Buſh, each Tree, thy Praiſe ſhould Celebrate, 

Each Field accuſe the hard Decrees of Fate, 


That 
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That none, tho ne'er ſo Yertuous, Great, or High, 
Can be exempt from Death, but all muſt Dye. | 


'R. K. Inter. T _—_ Alum. 


On the Death of His Highneſs the Duke of 
GLOCESTER. 


RITANNIA is (as other Virgins are) 
Inconſtant, like ttunſertÞd, flitring Air : 


| For, firſt ſhe'll Wed, and fo a Husband have ; 


Next, ſhe's reſolv'd to be no Marry*'d Slave ; 

Shed Pick and Chaſe, ſuch is her ſwelling Pride ! 

Or ele BRITANNIA ne&er will be a Bride - 

She Choſe, but Heav*a (before deſign'd to Croſs her) 
Sent an Arreſt for the Young Duke of GLO'STER! 
She knows not what to be ;-- - When all is faid, 

She'd be a Monſter, that's without a Head : 

Pardon, BRI TAN NTA4, this ; the Cauſe of Grief 
Makes me Write (what I think at Large) in Brief. 


B. H 


Lucretius to Epicurus, 


On the Death of the late Ween MARY. 


| LL things their Order keep, the joyful Sun, 

A As gay as er, does his old Circle run ; 

IT khe'mbon -ahd Stars retain, their former Light, , E* E 
And do the uſual Office of the Night, . _ >: 
No change in N: ature known ; by Atious Greece 


4 . . 4 
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But, when compar'd with thee, Falſe Rome, appear / 
As ſpotleſs, as her blucey'd Virgins were ; Oh 
Rr tor 4% 137971 {:: You 
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You vain Hiſtorian of that darker Age, 
Who makes ten thouſand Prodigies Preſage 
Your Ceſar fn, and \call: A enlighttied Skies 
To witnefs, and confirm your horrid Lies ; _ __ 
Now ee Your long apphuded Tales difprov'4 ; -i- ,: 1 
For, could the Gods, by humane Atts, be mov2d, © 
They could not warn us of a Tyrants alt, 2 
And let the common Parent of us all 

Go unregarded down: Then "wake, thou great, 
And learn'd Aﬀerter of a free Eſtate ; 2 
Thou Pride of Athers, from the Dead ariſe, 


And ask thoſe endleſs tearers of the Skies, 

Thoſe whining Souls, that waſte their Lives in Pray'r, 
And fondly think the Pow'rs above take care E 
Of things below, if ought beneath the Moon 
Thoſe Pow*rs regard, Why MART Dy'd ſo ſoon ? 
Why Heav'n does ſuffer ſome to Liye, to be 
Plagues to this beauteous Frame of theirs, and SHE, 
The mighty SHE, on whom it ſeem'd to lean, 

' And without whom ev'a Nature's ſelf, in vain, 
Tries her old ictr? ring Fabrick to ſuſtain ; 

The lovely SHE, thus, like a Winter's Sun, | 

Sou'd loſe her Light, &er half her Race was run ? 


oF << 


Os the Death of Hs H 7 ours, the Duke o 
GLOCESTER. 


F Wiſdom could defend us from the Grave, 
Or Virtue her moſt tric Adorers fave, 
Young GLO'STER then, the Pious and the Wiſe, | 


Had never fell to Death a Sacrifice : 
Burt, 


But, ah ! Experience ſhows us, ro p vain, 
This fragil Life a long time to maintain ; ; 
For all muſt to'thoſe glory Regions go, 
Nothing can ſhield us from the faral Foe. 


Alas, he's gone ! the Royal Youth's no more, 
And we mult His, and our Own. Fate deplore, 
For we have loſt in Him the greateſt Store | 
That Nature e&'er produc d : Weep, England, weep, 
O'er all thy Land a folemn Mourning —_y 
To teſtify thy Loyalty by Fears, 
And ſhew his Worth to all- ſucceeding Years. 


LB. Coll. Catz. Cant. Alum. 
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On the Death of the Late Earl of Roſcommon. 


E liquid Streams' that: flow from Helicon, 
And fruftiy the. Soul ver which ye glide ; 
O ! may the next” refulgent Sun 
Exhale, and ſtop the-:current. of your Tide ; 
 Fby, whither, whither will ye run, 
Since that vaſt on, 1 which held ye all, is dry'd ? 


W305 

Henceforth ſhall aÞl wk nid Tubon ceaſe, 
Which daily: flpw.d from: your 'abundant Store ; 

For he, -who. taught.$0! calm, and raiſe, - is i 
To looſe, qr. tp..ronhne. within,g. ghore, © - 31 me 

Wir, the moſt tarpulsns, of v7 TR | 
Lyes now unahle to gjme&} ys 'more.- -1it oft 
III. Imperious 
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Imperious Death, who throws her Darts at. all, 
And proudly executes her rigid Truſt, 
Who does both Shrub and Cedar fall, 
And favours not the Valiant, nor the Juſt; - 
- Nor with the ſplendid Funeral, 
Has laid the charming Hero in the Duſt. 


IV. 


Sweetly he ſung the upright Man's - Eſtate, . ; | 
Free from thoſe Dangers which-the Bad —_ 
Which whilſt he ſeems to. Imutate, 
Each little part is done ſo Lively, True, 
So Graceful, and {o Fortunate, 
It does the great Original out-do. 


Then hence, proud Foe, thou may'ft thy Captive lead, 
And boaſt the Vitory which now you gain ; 
For know, when thy Ler-eaz Breed, | 
When all thy earthly Combatants are Slain ; ' 
Nay, ev'n when thou thy ſelf ly*{ Dead, 
This ſmalleſt part unblemiſh'd ſhall remain. 


TC 


Hd Mecenam. 
N OW wouv'd T ſhew th' ingrateful'World how kind 
That Spirit is, that doth Inform yout' Mind, © 
With what Delights you're pleas?d to condeſcend 
From awful Rule, t Embrace a wretched 'Friend':- © * 
So, when he left his glorious Throne above,” - 
The ſufPring God expreſs'd his mighty Love!” 
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Suſpirium Muſa 
I wou'd, --- But ObjeQs, that offend the Eye, 
Conſpire to bring another Proſpect nigh: ; 
Thoſe Scenes, that lookt {o beautiful and fine, 
When th* Infant Sun on Paradice did ſhine, 
Now open to a Deſert Wilderneſs, 
That Men, more Savage than wild Beaſts, Pofleſs, 


Who, led by Malice or Revenge, purſue, 
And their own Kind, to do. themſelves no good, undo. 


Pd ſing in Numbers, as my Hero, great, 
Could I their Rage eſcape, or Pow'r defeat : 
But, as thoſe Captive Hevrews were diſtreſs'd, 
Whom the Caldeans for an Anthem prefs'd, 
Grieving I ſit in ſolitary Groves, 

Where no Delight my fullen Fancy moves ; 
Toſenſible EL am of the Pivineit Loves. 


Show'd I, ſo long, of an uncon! tant Fare, 
The cruel Sport, for Inſpiration waits 
Buoy*d up with Hopes, the ſacred Hill aſcend, 
As if (the whole World loft) the Muſe wou'd be my Friend, 


And both conſole” rmy Breaſt, and my Deſpair ſaſpend. 


But Orpheus, when Euryaice wes Slain, . 
Did, with harmonious Muſt ick, footh his Pain. ; 
The baniſh'd Nafo,. and Baeting. ple, ;, . 
Into Deſpair, both of th' Inſpiring Fountain . drunk, 
And boldly ſung in Numbers all their Griek; 
Numbers, in whych they tound: Divige Relic, 


1, who Invoke the Muſe of all the: Nine, 
That will to the moſt movrnful Verſe incline, - 
Aſhſt in Sorrows, and diſſolve in- Tears 
A Wretch, that of all Happineſs, Deſpairs. - * 

G- 
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I, who have abdicated Peace and Reſt, 
And think no Pleaſures will conſole my Breaſt, 

Pleaſures that are not with Perfz@ion Bleſt : 

Charm'd with the Cadence of a doleful Verſe, 

I will my Cares forget, and that Rehearſe, 

Till I have learn'd a more exalted Strain, 

And can at once, the ſmiles and frowns of Fate, diſdain, 
Thus, of the whole conſpiring World, ſecure, 

Pm. unconcern'd for what Mankind endure : 

Serene, in all the ſtormy Winds that blow, 


Unmov'd as Rocks, o'er which, Mountains of Waves ſtill flow. 


Fame, that doth Perſecute beyond the Grave, 
Is the moſt cruel Enemy I have ; 
Who yet, falſe as ſhe is, and double Tongu'd, 
Shall not provoke me to complain, or fay Pm wrong'd. 
There are but few, if any, who poſſeſs 
That Apathy the Stoicks did Profeſs ; 
But I, grown bolder far, make a Pretence, 


Without Concern, to bear the Pains of Loſs and Senſe, 


A better Fortune, with like Scorn, PI! treat, 
And all her Flatt*ry, as her Frowns, defeat : 
Though here, Friendſhip and Love my Thoughts addreſs, 
With all th' Ideas of Life's Happineſs ; 
Urging the Sweets of Converſe, arid Deligfit, 
Beauty conveys to the inamour'd Slight ; 
What mighty Joy, the raviſh'd Fancy charms, 
When fair Ezzeria doth vouchſafe her Arms ! 


I know, Inchantreſs, that, with Beams of Light, 
You did once entertain my won@ring Sight ; 
Thar, in your Boſome, as we did diſcloſe -. 

Our mutual Loves, I found Divine Repoſe ; 


Happy 
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Happy I lay, expe&ing full Delight, 
But, Seraph's Viſits are as Short as Bright. 


Soft pleaſing Dream ! that is alas, no mere ! 
No more my Love ! too long I did adore 
Frail Beauty, the miſtaken Good of Life, 
The celebrated Names of Friend and Wife : 
But ſearching where rhat Happineſs is. found, 
Which the Souls vaſt Deſires and Love can bound : 
I did conclude, that Being Infinite, 
Whoſe Beauty can th' Immortal Man delight. 


The beſt of all Created Matter, is 
Unable to afford us laſting Bliſs ; 
And our Repoſe, at preſent, doth depend 
On our Opinion, who, in vain, contend 
About thoſe Objefts that attra& our Love, 
Urge our Avertion, or our Sorrows move. 
He muſt command the Region of the Breaſt, 
Who will attain to an unchanging Reſt ; 
Make ſhining Reaſon her bright Sceptre Sway; 
Whom all unmanly Paſſivas will Obey : 
From her Ccaleſtial Regimen will flow, 
That Peace, th' Inhabitants of Echer .only know: 


Behold, Illuſtrious Friend, in Triumph, Borg 
A Wretch, of all Men the. Contempt of Scorn ; 
As when you lead, with all the World's, Applauſe, : 
Vittorious Armies, in your Country's: Cauſe, 
Some Captive Hermit follows. you m Chains, 


That o'er his Fortune, as-a mighty. Monarch, REY $2.0, 


By your Example, Sir, T did aſpire, | 
nd, taught by you; from all the- World retire 


ho 
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A Volunteer in Honour's. gaudy Train, 

T long the Beauty courted, but in Vam. 

The Scene of Grandeur which you did Deſpile, 
To me appear'd an earthly Paradice ; 

That Glory I admir'd, admiring You, 

The Fountain whence my Happineſs did flow : 
But your Retreat doth finer Thoughts ſuggeſt, 
And pointing to a perfeQ, an eternal Reſt, 
Leads me to Happineſs that cannot be expreſt. . 


JF. M. 


—— 


Anglia Atrata. 


Carmen m Obitum 


GULIELMI 


Glovernie DUCI $. 


YMPHA jarens gemuit' ferali maſta ſub ulmo, 
Funeres obſtipum fronte revinita C apr. | 
Flendo ſinus fadat niveos indigna ferextes : 


Et tamen in tanto viſa dolore Dea ef ; 


Mars etenim, fertur, motws plangoribus altts, 
Accedens wenerenms crediait eſſe  fnam;* 


Dum PUERU M extinitum meminit; Prob af Fne | C lamat,, 
Proh, quoties Taptum flebis Adonin ! "ae. x | 
( Diſcite, lugubri que- Jufet imagite Divan, 
Quid fatiat' Ridens !' Quid, modo" Uhts, poteft'r 3 " 
Nympha parim curans, luttus meditatur acerbogy -....-*{ 
Mixtaq; cum Lachrywis jurgia crebra, aabate... 


C KFV'D 
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-Sufpirinm Mi 
Credeles ſuperi ! — Sed now tamen Omnia veſds---._: 2:9 
Juris erunt : Saltem lugeat orba Parens. 
AF quia, Celicole, Soboles mea fecerat alma, 
Quam puto moliri ne potuiſſe Scelus ? 
Scilicet ante piles, IN F A NS evaſerat Heros, 
| Ac nondum puber ceperat efſe Dems. 
Sic dam Juno ferox Alciden horret adultam, 
Agredityr cunas invida Dive Sacras. 
Impavidus ludat ſomulatas Jilus in Aulz, 
Talem ſecarum parva propago refert. 
Nofter at Aſcanius meditans Bella, Arma, Triamphos, 


Relotypum demum ſenſerit eſſe Joven. 


*. 


Sic Humilis ſpernit Borean Saliunce” Tomantens, 
Nobilis et pinus turbine ſtrata cadit. 
Chare PU ER, quaſe jam periiſſent. omnia Tecum, 
Vis ſupere# nobis qui taa ſata canat. OE $ 
Unus erat Vates, hinc .uſque ad ſedera notus "PEBe 
Hei mihi, quod triſtis dicere cogor, erah. ! 
Vox 6a grata quidem ſevos lenire dolores & : 
Noviſſet, Cure, vox, Medicina mee. ' :, _. 
Prefica ſi, Drydene, ibs -Tus Muſs dara, * 
Naturam credo, vel waluiſſe Mori.. -, ; _. 
O atham Vivns felici Carmine namen. 0. 
Feciſſes Puerum, quem ple fama facit ! . 
Cujus Apollineam ſuperat laus ardua Plebem ; 
Vendicat ingenium Gloria Fanta Tun, 


Infelix Mater, mea- dans Spes Omnis in Una 
Congeſta eft Juvenem Spes mea toti'rait ! 

VUrget quando Deos furioſe libido wocendls, 
Efera vis ſolem debait ſr eviner. 
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Anglia jam fleto'.i' Sitquedan, flere, Koluptas, - 
Omne levamen abeit !. Dajcts, na. wa 


Audiit interes lamentum 'febile Mevors, 
Perdidicit Nymphes rOmen « Inde Pie. 
Mollibus adproper ans \aok"2A avertere curas 
Nititur, & trepidum ſolvere Corde: metun. 
Pivit adhuc GULIEL M U S, att, mea Cara ; rec ultr 
Indulge Lachrymis : Te - U L IE L M U S amat, 
Quicquid enim magnum Mir "Conceperat I N FAN S, 
Maximus id tot Rex GU LIE LMU S aget. 


E.S jeadman, A. B. e Col. Reg. Oxon. 
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O: DEATH, @ Pindarick. 
[:. 
OME Life's long Hope, and « on thy eadeful Breaſt, 
My burning Temples Iet me reſt; 
Ofercome with Grief, preſs'd-down with -Loads of Care, 
To thee for Succour I repair : 
Thou Comfort of the Sick, and Eaſe of the Oppreſtz | 
Could Mortals all thy Vertues clearly ſee,” | 
As much Belov'd and Courted thou would be, 
By all the World, as now thou art by the : | 
But, ah! to ſee how Good it is to Dye,. 
How full of Sweetiefs; and of Joy, * I 
Requires a well-purg'd Mind, and quick GY Eye; = 
Bleſs'd Aaron's Lot, full. wiſely, ad} he *(pye _ 
Thy various Gifts, and. well did , -count 


«7 © 


To what incredible Sus, thy. I reaſures. a1d amgne, > 
When to the Mountain” s. FOP, with Thee t to meet, 


Hes yjgorous winged Soul drew up his aged Feet ; - 


There 


Arti .Y4 


There unconcern'd, like one that goes w. Refſt,. 
Having firſt himſelf Undreſt, ? 
Whilſt G OD, like Moſes, and his own dear Son, Wn 
The Heir of his High-place, with Tears ſtood looking © on ; 
His well-pleas'd Head down laid the wn Old Prieſt, 
Home to it's Heav'n, the Spirit inlarged fled, 


It's other parts within thy Arms were ſafe Depoſited. 'Y 
Thou art the Captive's Freedom, and the poor Man's Wealth, 
The Sick Man, and the Lover's Health, 
In vain of Goods, or Liberty, 
The Living boaſt, for none are Free, 
Or Rich, but only ſuch as are made fo þy Thee. 


IL 


Ah ! let it not* prejudge my' Suit, that T, 
Not out of choice to thee, but for a Succour fly, 
Not draw by:Love, but to&'d by Wearineſs and Grief, 
To thee T come, to' beg Relief; | ; 
Thou ddft' diſpoſe, I know't, ſuch ſolid Joys, - 
As well :may win a Soul, that lyes ' -- 
NuzzPd #tht'Lap'of warm -Profperities, 
And never knew -what Grief'or Trouble is; © 
For well thou doſt Yeferve our firft- and freeſt 'Ehoice "ag 
But *cis;' alas, our Folly ſtill, 
Nctto know” Good, until we tafte of Il :- 
We're 'uke Sea-Monſters, which, befote- 
They're Wounded, never come to Shote 3 . 
Nay, much Ill-uſage we'cat hear,” | 
E*er weaned from this :World' our Paſſions ate” wh 
Too ſond, alas! of ſenſual'ObjeAs here : + ## 5 + / 


* 12897; Phen God's People: by” the wary fir,* 
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Their promis'd Country ; but the Iron Rod 
Of Pharaoh, atiti the toilſome Fire, ; 
Soon kindled in their Breaſts a ſtrong deſire, 
| Out of Egypteto retire, 
And Travel to'ards that happy Place, where God 
Had promis'd Reſt to them, and ſafe abode ; 
A Land whoſe geatle Streams with Milk and Honey flow'd. 


I1TL 


They know thee not, whom thee, grim Feature, ſtile, 
And meager Shadow ; Names too vile, 
And much unfit for thee, whoſe cv*ry part 
Lays ſtronger Charms upon the Heart, : 
And binds with ſweeter force, than all 
That mortal Lovers Beauty call, 
Though hightned much by Fancy, help'd by Art, . 
Through Opticks mixt with Envy and with Hate ; 
They look'd, who hollow Checks in thee eſpy'*d, 
And Mouth with Iron Jaws extended wide, 
With deep ſunk Eyes, and Noſe dowa levelPd flat ; 
Thou art all Lovely, and no Virgin &er 
So rich a TinQure on her Face did wear ; 
Nor ſuch a ſov'reign Waſh to make her fair, 
Save She, whoſe bleſſed Womb, Man's ruin did repair. 
The Charms and Graces, which we find 
Diſperſed here and there in Women-kind, 
Are all united, and ſum'd up in thee, 
Beauty's richeſt Treaſury : 
Oh, that in this thou wouldeſt too, 
The faireſt Sex out-do : TR 
O that thou would'ſt not. fly the more from Men, the more they 
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Truth is, thou once waſt ſuch' as we, 
Fond titt'rous Men ſuſpe& thee till to be : 
Thy Looks were Terrible, and juſtly might 
The moſt reſolved Heart aftright, 
Unable to endure rhe ghoſtly Sight, 
And on thy gloomy Eye-lids fat eternal Night : 
But now thou'rt Lovely for in thee, 
No pale-fac'd Terror. can be found ; 
But ſweeteſt Peace, and mildeſt Love 1s all we ſee, 
The Blood which ifſwd from my Saviour's Side, 
By ſtrange Transfuſion fild each Vein 
of thine, with ſuch a noble Tide, 
That thow'rt grown freſh and young again, 
Freſh as the Morn, young as a Virgin Bride ; 
The Roſes which thy Cheeks adorn, 
Were there tranſplanted from the Thorn 
That on his facred Head did grow ; +7: 
His Innocence did deck | 
Thy Hands and Neck, 
With Beads of Lilhes whiter far than Snow, 
Thy Shaft, which was of Old, 
Headed with baleful Lead, He tip'd with Gold, 
It touch'd his precious Hearr, 
And ſtrait new Influence drew to dart, 
Not Death, but Life, and Joy inftead of Smart ; 
And ever ſince thowrt Lovely grown, 
And ever ſince thy Face hath ſhone, 
With borrow'd Grace and Beauty, not thine own. 


V. 


Thy Nature thus being chang'd, *tis fit 
Thy Name fhould likewiſe change with it ; 
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And fo it is, thy. Chriſtian-Name is Rett ; 
Sweet Reſt, whoſe balmy Hand at Night repairs 
The vital Spirits, and Strength, which Davy, 
And toilfome Labour, waſtes away, 
Of all God's Gifts, the ſofteſt and the beit, 
The truittul Womb of Peace, the Tomb of Grief and Cares; 
But yet, *twixt other Reſts and thee, there lyes 
This diff*rence, they bring ſhort, thou laſting. Joys ; 
They- make us able to endure | 
"he long Diſeaſe of Life, thou the Diſeaſe doſt Cure : 
The only Benefit that from them 
We Reap, &, not to feel our paih, 
Save haply in an idle Dream, 7 "habe 
A while till we awake, then that returns again ; 
But when thy Pow”r is o'er, 
To Grief and Labour we return no more ; 
Of everlaſting Life and Eaſe thou art the Door. 
Glory Divine we canhot claim, but by 
Thy Gift, and Liberality ; 
And he that hopes to Live muſt wiſh to Dye... 
But, truth to ſay, it is not the defire | 
Of thee, but of thy Gootls, that ſets my Heart on fire. 
My Wiſhes are more Geirrous than to be 
Reduced to my firſt- Non-entitie, 
T would not be unmade, but made anew by thee. 
IT thee, as Men rh Widows do, | 
Not for thy {elf, bur for thy Portion Wooe ; 
Nor ſhould thou ever be Belov'd of me, 
Were I not well aſſur'd ſhortly to bury thee ; 
That, by thy ſpoils enricht, F tnay ariſe, 
More glorious Bands to Solemnize, 
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And change thy cold Love, for a nobler Flame, 
The Nuprials of th* Eternal Lamb. 


J. B. Elq; 


On the Crucifixion of ow SAVIOUR. 
John 19. 20. It 1s Finiſhed. --- 


[. 
O ſaid tl Expiring GOD, and lowly bow*d 
. Sg His Rev*rend Head. 
Th aftoniſh'd murm'ring Crowd, 
In Whiſpers ask, is. He already Dead ? 
His doubting FolPwers Faith gives way to fear; 
By Unbelief, urg'd to Deſpair, 
They ſcarcely hope, This their Deliverer. 
' The Enſigns of his Royalty, 
All raviſh'd from Him, here they ſee. 
The treach'rous Crowds now, Crucify, 
Inſtead of loud Hoſanna's, Cry. E 
The very Purple Robe, in ſcorn EX 


Put on, with greater ſcorn is from Him torn. 
All, beſides the piercing Crown, 
| | Which does his facred 'Temples bind, 
| ff (For greater Torment: left behind) 
S; And the accurſed Crofs, inſtead of Regal Throne. 


: IL 
Yet thus He Conquer'd, this the Miſtery ! 
Whilſt He expiring hung upon the fatal TREE 3 
Sin, Death, and Hell, by him are overcome, 
And feel in His ſharp Pangs, th* approaches of their Doom. 
His 
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His bleſſed Life fo Pious, Juſt, and Good, 
And yet ſo eagerly purſu'd, 
By Hell's Officious Offspring, had not done } 
The mighty Work alone, | 
For which th* Incarnate GOD came down. 
To Expiate Sin, and Juſtice to Atone. 
By Death the bafl'd Demon bruis'd his Heel, 
But his own Head the mortal Wound does feel : 
Hell little underſtood, : 
That what the Saviour's Life begun, was finiſtd by his Blood 


_—_ * 
The Battle ended, and the Vit'ry won ; 
He quits the bloody Field, and marches down, | 
Down to the ſilent Tomb, Death's dark Retreat, 
He goes to finiſh the Defeat ; 
He forces the unhoſpitable Door, 
And breaks the hard*ned Chains; 
In which the gloomy King detains 
His Priſoners ſecure. 
In vain the horrid Tyrant Raves, 
At view of empty Tombs, and rifled Graves : 
He too muſt yield ; the Captives free, 
The Cong'ror Captive leads Captivity. 
LV. 
Attended with a Troop of Shining Saints, 
The God aſcends to the bright Realms of Day ; 
Whilſt, at his Chariot-wheel, 
He drags the Pow'rs of Hell, 
And does th infernal Monſters, in their Shapes, diſplay, 
Harſh Cryes, and foud Complaints, 
Urg'd from the Depth of Woe, 


With howling Curſes mingled, from them flow. 
| Faſt 
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Faſt hound with Adamantine Chains, 
To laſting Shame, and endleſs Pains, 
With Rage they own, He was a God that Bled ; 
And by their Suff*rings prove, His Work & Finiſhed, 


Part of the Third Chapter of Job Paraphrasd 


HAT Inauſpicious Night, that Nature gave 
PT For my Conception, no more Being have :; ; 
And that curs'd Day, let it no more return, 

In which they faid, that a Man-child was Born : 
Let Darkneſs cover all that empty Space, 

That will to no created Light give place ; 

May the Almighty, on that fatal Day, 

Vouchfafe, of his Divinity, no chearing Ray : 

But let there be a Darkneſs, black as Death, 

And the affrighting State of Silence, drawn beneath : 
Let none, who do ſuch Calculations make, 

For any part of Time thoſe Minutes take ; 

But from all number'd Years that ſpace reject, 


Which Nature did, to make or mar this Form, affe&t; 


Or, it they cannot, in Chronology, 
Blot out this Day, let it for Mourning. be : 
No tuneful Voice or Inſtrument be heard ; 
Bur let it be to ſaddeſt Fun'ral Tears referr'd - 
Such Bitterneſs and Curling as they uſe, 
Whoſe wounded Spirits all Delights refuſe : 
Nor let the Twilight Stars at all appear, | 
Nor dawning of the Day afflicted Nature chear : 
Bat Yet her SufPrings univerſal be, 
SufPrings like thoſe ſhe hath heſtow'd on me. 
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His bleſſed Life ſo Pious, Juſt, and Good, 
And yet ſo eagerly purſu'd, 
By Hell's Officious Offspring, had not done - 
The mighty Work alone, 
For which th* Incarnate GOD came dows. 
To Expiate Sin, and Juſtice to Atone. 
By Death the bafl'd Demon bruis'd his Heel, 
But his own Head the mortal Wound does feel : 
Hell little underſtood, ; 
That what the Saviour's Life begun, was finiſh'd by his Blood 


IIL 
The Battle ended, and the Vict'ry won ; 
He quits the bloody Field, and marches down, 
Down to the filent Tomb, Death's dark Retreat, 
He goes to finiſh the Defeat ; 
He forces the unhoſpitable Door, 
And breaks the harf*ned Chains, 
In which the gloomy King detains 
His Priſoners ſecure. 
In vain the horrid Tyrant Raves, 
At view of empty Tombs, and rifled Graves : 
He too muſt yield ; the Captives free, 
The Conq'ror Captive leads Captivity. 


I'V. 


Attended with a 'Troop of Shining Saints, 
The God aſcends to the bright Realms of Day ; 
Whilſt, at his Chariot-wheel, 
He drags the Pow'rs of Hell, 
And does ti infernal Monſters, in their Shapes, diſplay, 
Harſh Cryes, and toud Complaints, 
Urg'd from the Depth of Woe, 


With howling Curſes mingled, from them flow. 
Faſt 
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Faſt bound with Adamantine Chains, 
To laſting Shame, and endleſs Pains, 
With Rage they own, He was a God that Bled ; 
And by their Suff*rings prove, His Work # Finiſhed, 
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Part of the Third Chapter of Job Paraphras4 


HAT Inauſpicious Night, that Nature gave 


For my Conception, no more Being have ; 
And that curs'd Day, let it no more return, 

In which they faid, that a Man-child was Born : 
Let Darkneſs cover all that empty Space, 

That will to no created Light give place ; 

May the Almighty, on that fatal Day, 

Vouchſafe, of his Divinity, no chearing Ray ; 

But let there be a Darkneſs, black as Death, 

And the affrighting State of Silence, drawn beneath : 
Let none, who do ſuch Calculations make, 

For any part of Time thoſe Minutes take ; 

But from all number'd Years that ſpace reject, 


Which Nature did, to make or mar this Form, affe&t; - 


Or, if they cannot, in Chronology, 
Blot out this Day, let it for Mourning be : 
No tuneful Voice or Inſtrument be heard ; 
Bur let it be to ſaddeſt Fun'ral Tears referr'd - 
Such Bitterneſs and Curling as they uſe, 
Whoſe wounded Spirits all Delights refuſe : 
Nor let the Twilight Stars at all appear, | 
Nor dawning of the Day afflicted Nature chear : 
But let her Suffrings univerſal be, 
SufPrings like thoſe ſhe hath beſtow'd on me: 

| K Nature 
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Nature and Time for ever curſed bc, 
So oft, black Period, as they viſit tice ; 
Becauſe they did not ſhut the Gate of Life 
Againſt me, in the Womb, but that, wit Grief, 
My Parent was Impregnated, and bred 
A living Man, that had been happier Dead : 
Then had my Birth a ſad Abortive been, 
And theſe curs'd Eyes, nor Light nor Sorrow ſeen. 


Unhappy Mortal ! Wherefore do I Live ? 
When Death wow'd an Eternal Solace give ? 
Alas ! why, doom'd to ſuch Contempt and Scorn, 
Did I not Dye as ſoon as I was Born ? 

Why, cruel Women, did you not deſtroy 

A Creature born to endleſs Miſery ? 

"Why, on your Knees, or in your Boſome laid, 

Was your miſtaken Debt of Kindneſs paid ? 

Eſe had I been, of Happineſs, poſſeſt ; 

And ſlept ſecure, in an unchanging Reſt : 

My Duſt, with Councellors and Kings, repos'd, 

The building of whoſe Monuments themſelves diſpos'd. 


Thoſe filent Urns in which our Aſhes lye, 
With no Deſigns of wicked Men comply, 
They ceaſe from Troubling there ; and they from Grief, 
Whoſe weari'd Souls, here, vainly ſought Relief : 
Captive and Stranger there together Reſt, 
And are no more, with Violence, Oppreſt : 
No threat'ning Voice of Man can reach the Graye; 


The Tyrant, there, is equal with the Slave, 


7. M. 
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E T your harmonious Muſick ceaſe you Spheres : 
Muſick, that pleas'd us, now offends our Fars. 
Let ev'ry Movement be a Sigh, and ev'ry Tone, 
Solema and awful as a dying Groan. 
Let univerſal Nature Grief expreſs ; 
Nor can the Tribute to his Worth be leſs. 


Summon Apollo, thy Immortal Seed ; 
Who may th? Inſpired Number ſoftly lead, 
With each a Cypreſs Branch around his Head ; 
With each a Verſe, writ in the Tears they ſhed ; 
'Their pious Off*ring at the Shepherd's Grave, 


Incenſe, ſuch as themſelves wowd, dying, have: 


You celebrated Beauties of the Ape, 
Here, in the fad Solemanity ingage : 
You that are fram*d with the moſt tender Senſe, 
And have in Grief and Tears an Fxcellence ; 
Without Reſtraint of Honour you may moura ; 
There's no InizQion lodges in his Urn ; 
No Cupias in his ſcatter'd Aſhes lye ; 
They all forſook him, when he came to Dye. 


See him repos'd, ſecure from Toil and Pain :; 
Nor proud of Love, nor fretful at Diſdain ! 
In Royal Eaſe, and unconcern'd at Fate, 
Not wiſhing to be Happy, or be Great 
The fading Roſes from his Cheeks retir'd, 
And all the Graces, at his Death, Expir'd ; 
And all is loft that ever you admir'd. 
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*T were barb'rous not to Weep, your Strephoz's Dead, 


With whoſe dear Breath, your wiſht-tor Joys are fled. 
Inſenſible of your . victorious Eyes, 

More noble ObjeQs now his Mind fſurprize, 

As no vain Shows of Happineſs obtain'd, 

During this Life, no ſervile Paſſion reign'd ; 

But with chaſte Vertue, and bright Reaſon ſway'd, 

By glorious Hopes infpir'd, the Youth obey*d : 

S9 now, by Death, ſublim'd for Bliſs above, 

Joy*d with the beamings of Divineſt Love, 

In full Fruition of the Deity, 

Fl? unbody*d Soul Adores, and I.oves to Ecſtacy. 


Then, in cool Thoughts, he ſcorn'd the Miſer's Store, 
Diſdaining to be Rich, he durſt be Poor. 
He knew the Treaſures of this World were Vain, 
And found, in Vertue's Practice, mighty Gain ; 
Fix*d and reſolv'd againſt the Shocks of Fate, 
Nought happen'd e'er teo ſoon, or came too late. 
A ſteady Piery was his Defence, 
Againſt the darkeſt ſide of Providence : 
Happy he Liv'd, converling with his God, 
And (carly) the fair Paths to Glory trod. 


Pleas'd with his Task, by ev'ry Stage he run ; 
But e'er a fourth gay Luftre was begun, 
When he had took of all the World a view, 
When he all Learning, and all Science knew : 
Not having found ought here worth while to Live, 
And conſcious what another State might give, 
With eager haſte, and with ſucceſsful Pains, 


He rad his Expectation to thoſe happy Plains, 
| Too 
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Too ſoon, alas : we faw.-him take his Flight, 
Up to the Manſions: of Eternal Light : 
Too ſoon for our Repoſe, who weep his Fall, 
The blaſted Youth, the growing Hopes of All : 
Too ſoon he met Pale Death in all his Pride, 
Yet, at the Grave, he Smild, and Conquer'd as he Dy*d. 


In his laſt Hours, no Agony nor Strife 
Appear'd, to ſhew he had been fond of Lite ; 
But as in Life, fo in his Death Content, 
Calm as th? Etherial Regions, unto which he went. 


7. P. 
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F "ns permitred Souls in Heav'n to know, 
I What paſſes in our Vale of Tears below, 
Bleſt Mind ! thy Triumphs for a while ſuſpend, 
And caſt a look on thy dejected Friend ? 
Whilſt in rough .Numbers, and uapoliſtyd Verſe, 


The artleſs Garb that unfeign'd Sorrow wears, 


APRN. Rea 


He Weaves a Garland to adorn thy Herſe : 


Accept the pious Off *ring, and receive 


The laſt poor Trtbute which my Muſe call guve; | 


Thy dawning Youth did gentle Rays diſpence, | 
And ſhone with mild, but kindly Influence : 
Pleas'd with thy Light, we ſaw thee in the Eaſt ; 
We ſaw thee with a Thouſand Graces areſt ; 
New Beams diſcov”ring, Kill as thou cam'ſt on, 
And, ah, too fondly ! hop'd a glorious Noon : 
Oh, why ndulg'd to ſhine no longer here ! 

Oh, w hy {6 Joon r remov'd © another Sphere ! > = 
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As in a Conſort various Parts uaite, 

And feed the raviſh'd Ear with ſtrange Delight ; 

Thus Wit, Goad-humour, and Humility, 

Held a divine. Friumverate in thee, 

And tun'd thy Mind to perfe& Harmony : 

Good-humour made thy Wit appear more bright, 

Like a fair Picture, in an artful Light ; 

Elſe half thy Beauties had eſcap'd our Sight. 

Or, whilſt we did, with wonder, on thee gaze,. 

A ſecret Envy had debauch'd our Praiſe ; 

But ſuch full Worth all did with Pleaſure view ; 

And, not content t Admire thee, Lov'd thee too. 


Oh, that T could a worthier Tribute pay, 

ln Numbers, ſuch as never might Decay ! 

Such as once flow'd from D rydez”s skilful Tongue 
When he the matchleſs Elzoors ſung ! 

This was thy Fav'rite Art when thou waſt here ; ths 
In this thy Genius early did appear, : | 
And made us Wonder, when we did behold 
One Young in Years, and yet in Judgment Old. 


Nor muſt we here paſs unrecorded, by 
Thy nat'ral Love to Sacred Harmony. 
Abundant witneſs to thy noble Parts, 
Since none but lib'ral .Minds prize lib*ral Arts ; 
Nor is it ſtrange thy Soul advanc'd no higher, 
And underſtood not what it did admire z © 
For as hard Flints their fiery Stores conceal, \ 
Till the kind ſtroke of the releaſing Steel ; 
Thus, Inſtitution can alone excite 
Thoſe pregaant Seeds, and bring the glorious Birth to, Light ; 


Had 
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Had this been added, thou, for ought we know; 
Had'ſt been a Parcel, or an Angelo. 


Such were the Beams that lately bleſt our View, 
And gain'd from all th* Eſteem that was thy due : 
All but thy Self ; for thou, with gen'rous Fire, 
Bora upwards ſtill, didſt to new Heights aſpire, 
And, ſcorning to look down, ftill thought'ſ thy {elf no higher : 
From whence a wend*rous Modeſty aroſe, 
And ftrove to veil thy Charms, that did new Charms expoſe ; 
So ſhining Lamps, within a Chryſtal Caſe, 
Strike double Lights through tl iaterpoſing Glaſs, 


" Thus far Pve held a 'Truce, with Grief, to ſhow 
A rough imperfeQ Sketch, of what thou waſt below. 
A gloomier Subje&t now employs my Hand, 

Black Scenes of Woe, that in long order ſtand, 

Preſs forward, and the Midwife Muſe demand. 


Methinks I ſee the diſmal Courts of Death ; 
Methinks I view the Regions vaſt beneath, 
Horror triumphant midſt a thouſand Woes, 
Around the Place its ſable Mantle throws ; 
No comfortable tracks of Light appear, 
No cheering Sun to purge th* uawholſome Air ; 
Thick with dull Miſts, and poys'nous Fogs that. breath, 
From Loads of PutrefaQtion ſpread beneath ; 
Silence and Night in dead Majeſlick Pride, 
Ofer theſe wide Realms with equal Pow'r preſide. ; 
See ! in the midit of an extended Plain, 
A mighty River ſpreads . its winding Train ; 
Whoſe Streams of putrid Blood dragg'd ſlowly on, 
Ends in a Cave, where flands the Monſter's Throne 7 - 
| _— 
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Here, in grim: State, the griſly [Terror 'Reigns TE 
Here, her infatiate Thirſt the Torrent drains: : 

Down her vaſt Throat ſhe rolls whole Floods of Gore,, 
And, ne'er the fuller, yet gapes wide for more. 


Pains and Diſeaſes, an unnumber'd Band, 


Compoſe her Guard, and on her either hand, 


In dreadful Order, wait their. Queen's Command. 
With ſullen Voice ſhe calls her Slaves around, 
Whilſt diſtant Caverns Eccho back the ſound 4 
And to a raging Fever doth bequeath 

1he bloody Warrant {ign'd for S:rephon's Death. 


Oh ! ſpare the lovely Swain, if thou cawſt hear ! 
Revole his Doom, and be not ſo ſevere ! 
See what fair Charms his youthful Cheeks diſcloſe, 
Freſh as the bluſhing Morn, and ſweet as th* op'ning Roſe ! 
Scarce the firſt Signs of Manhood yet begin 
Teappear in downy Harveſ's on his Chin : 
Ol! ſpare him yet ! too foon will Autumn come ; 
Blaſt not theſe render Beautics in their Bloom ! 
When hoary Age ſhall Snow upon his Head, 
Sated with Lite, he'll then Implore thy Aid ; 
His Viſage Pale ; his Blood mov'd gently round ; 
His Head, like pond*rous Cluſters, bending to the Ground, 
He'll meet the gath'ring Hand of Time, and be 
A Preſent fully Ripe, and fit for thee ! 
Tis all in vain--- for ſee ! with cager Flight, 
The cruel Serjeant leaves the Realms of Night ; 
Mad, like an hungry Wolf, to ſeize his Prey, | 
And, with fuch Fury, hurries him away, nd 
As Death had fear'd our Tears might bribe bis Stay. ; 


By what falſe hopes fond Mortals, are bejray'd ! | 


Falſe as nocturral Shows by the oay Fancy made ! 
When 
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When late recover'd of a Pale Diſeaſe, 

That threat'ned Death by flow, yet ſure Degrees ; 
We ſaw the Youth reſume an healthful Air, 

And his reviving Cheeks their faded Red repair : 
Our haſty Joys too ſoon diſpet1'd our Fears ; 

We thought him now our own for many Years : 
Vainly, alas / fix'd was his fallen Doom, 

One Foe retir'd to give another Room ; - 

And when we hop'd he had a Conqueſt gain'd, 


Fate but reſerv'd him for a fiercer Hand : 


So ſoine tall Ship, that from the Indes comes, 
Rich fraight with Spices, Gold, and fragrant Gums, 
Secure from Storms, whoſe Rage can hurt no more, 


Strikes on the Sands, and ſplits in ſight of Shore. 


[ Otza quietd precor tut, requieſcite in Urni ! 


Et fit Humimns cineri non Operoſa tuo.! Ovid. ] 
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In Obitum Tlluſtriffomi Principis, Diicis 


GLOCESTRIENSTS. 
NEDITE nunc alacres, feſtive ceaire Muſe, 
Tan foleant placide fila ſonora Lyre. 

Nit mihi vobiſcum. Facies Triſtiſſima rerum et 
Portendunt miſeros omina tetra dies, 
Adftnt Pierie, mutati weſte Sorores, 
Stat ſparce laceris Languida cola comis. 
Luitus adeit, Solos poſcunt hac tempora Luitus, 
Nec ſat erit queſius ingeminaſſe graves, 
Singultu crebro, Iugubriq, itia pulſans 
Abreptum luget Terrs Britarina Dacem. 
Qut quarta vix dum exatt, trieteride raptas, 
Ad nativa ſuum federa preſſit iter. 
M 
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Scandentem hanc rutile radiantia calmina fedis, 
Excipiunt plauſu fidera Leta ſao. 

Aſoice, jam nitidi miretur at atri; Celi ! 
Hoſpite ut exultet etiam Polus ipſe novo ! 

Gratior haud noſtris fulſit Lux altera Terris, 
Nec nitet atheriis clarior ulla plagis, 

Spes erat, hee fauſtis dum candida luxerit oris, 
Aurea ſelices ſecla datura dies : 

Ait aliens citins Spes noſtra receſſit in auras, 
Et gemit infauſtas Gens miſeranda wires. 

Sic periit miſeris Spes deplorata colonis, 

In gravidos ſubitus cum rait timber agros, 
Vere novo quottes ſurgente's vidimus Herbas ? 
Fraetq, abundantem leta per arvs Dean ? 
Unae exultanti Agricola Spes maxima crewthy 
Se laturum opere premia digna ſue : 
Cim ſubito veniens, turbantibus acra nimbis, 
Irraerit rapids protinus agmen aque, 
Speratam fruſtra expectarunt horrea meſſem ; 
Sternitar immodico flumine merſa ſeges. 


Sic Spem, ſic Gentis Lumen cito, munere terris 
Fea ! tanto indignts abſtulit atra dies 

Spes Britonum anum perit, Ah! Quid nift vota ſuperſunt ? 
Ne tria jam pereant cum Duce regna ſao. 


Pro Reew Reditn Votum. 
LETERA ſola manes Mcſtis GULIEL ME, Britannis 
{* \ Spes, renovans Populi gaudia rapta tui, 


jam properes, noſtras ſoſpes rediturus ad: oras, 


Er faveat velis lenior aura tuis. 


— 


Teque reverſuro, fileant fera murmura Ponti 
Muliceat et folitd blandior aura fretum. 
Accipatque, ſuurn Dominum fidiſima Claſſis, 


Et tutum terris nobile redat onus. 
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Mcſta tui deſideris Gens lanvuet, et optat, 
Et rediths gaudet tempus adeſſe tui. 
Sic curis preſſi, nove gaudia Senſimus olim;, 
Dum dedimus facili vota, preceſque Des, 
SpeRatura tuam gauderet ut Inſula Claſſem, 
Eſſet et adventu facta beata tuo. 
Gens Brironum infeſtis vexata tumultibus olim, 
Dum tulit impoſiti ferrea vincla jugi, 
Flevit, et ingemuit, gravibus circum obruta curis, 
Auſa nec eſt animi fenfa aperire ſui. 
Dira per attonitas ſonverunt- fulmina terras; 
Et micuit rupto flamma triſukce Polo. 
Tocubuit, ſpiſſfis noxque horruit tra tenebris 
Texit et obductes denfior utmbra Polos. 

Huc, illuc rapta eſt, flucu.lacerata tument!i, 
Tantzym non tumidis naufraga Pinus aquis; 
Tandem aderas Vindex, juriſque Afrtor avitt, 

Liberaque excuſlo colla fuere jugo, 
Depulſis nituitque ſerenus nubibus Aer, 
Reddidit et placidum gratior aura diem. 
Horrida compoſito ceciderunt murmura fluQu, 
Et ftetit incolumi l=ta Carina finu. | 
Debuit hoc partis Gens olim grata Triumphis, 
Debet adhuc meritis hoc, GULIELME, tuis. 
Senſit et hoc l=tus Populus, ſenſitque fenatus, 
Agnovitque ſuum Terra, Poluſque Ducem. 
Neu tam confpicuo male profpiceretur honori, 
Non folitz eſt inium fedus amicitiz. 
Temporibus dubijjs,, numeroſo milite cinctus 
Stabis, dum quitur multa caterva Ducem. 
Quod fi Fax placidis rediens citd candida pennis 
Proſpera reddiderit Tempora, folus eris. 
Hinc fame laus aufta tux. Potuitque Senatus 
Haud melivs Patrie cofſuluiſſe ſux, 
Narit 


Nam abilis uno Te ſuſteatante "23s 4% 
Stabir fixa ſuo Terra Britarns: loco. . 


Conſilijs. librata tuis, En! Machirja RE: oor es; fl 
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Jam melias, dubias non ſubitura vices. :: 6:25 8, NT 
Prompta pelegrinss Toa Vis citd Uiſpulit hoſtes, $274 ? 272 
Senlit, © iratam Gallica 'turma m + 7 
Aſt Majora \ \ Paras atimo, et. meliora. : ; POE 2 

' Viribus, Mics, ne ruat ipſe ſuis. 
Omine tam fausts Iztat Brirannis felix [ 

Pareat imperio jam,, GULIELME, tuo hel (ts 
Non certam reperire nequit Gens- tuta Salutem $1.0 « 
Que didicir _m_ fdere velle-Duci. 
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A” PICE, Te prono ſuniſ Britannia vulig A 2 
Proſequitur fadiis Officigſa foi. 0 # - 2 
Te rerum C olumen, Patrix Domimimq; Patrenq; Es | 
Te Spem, Te e Fopult Deliciaſy; tut. . * Y 
Jam Legum, uſpigite peiges ratarier quis © SD dc? LIPS > 
Et necere i 01-7 erio proſper Regna Z40, "os En S E:* 
Fanſes guidens, et ſemper jth ufur 4  fecandis, 7 RES wt , 
Ns nolint Domini mitia jurs ſai. 6: ; 
Noſira reportatas widerunt tempora lanras, + : 
Plures ſpeit abit mox oritara dies. | 5 A 
Quid facias, ſentit, ſenſit, quid feceris, Orbis, | ws 
Quid ſis faturus, ſecula leta canent. oy F 
Secla futura canent valias miracula MxITE, 2 wie 
 Diraq; conſiliis Bella peracta tus. xg py; _ 
Belga celebre dedit Nomen, dedit Anglia majrs. . 
Laudis at in | partem hec went, et alle tac. £ 
Sed tandem Tibi ceſſaris, a pace | petita | hy +5 uu - 
Cam Gallis init; Gloria, tota Tua ef. — 
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